FOOTSLOGGER

the pomp of war had been bent before its dire necessity. The
luxury of bagpipes and pipers jjave way to the need of rifles,
Peter beeame my batman, a faitllful servant, a friend and coun-
sellor, an ever-present companion to give me confidence in the
darkness of a dangerous nijjht, and good chair, when fortune
favoured a visit to battalion headquarters, and a quick run along
thr disused tramway from Uouplines to Armentieres to refresh
the company mes*s*!>nx and perchance a bath. This last was the
l;i<Ts discovery. He took me one day to a great house in the
Rue Denis, The occupants had retired to Paris, but an elderly
housekeeper remained as the perfect hostess* There was a
luxurious bathroom, hot water, bath towels, and afterwards hot
chocolate and hiscxiits in the lillle talon, while Madam Marie
prattled of the War and of what had been Mow. And then one
day the Germans shelled the town. The more timid shopkeepers
closed their storey and pnt tip great shutters before the windows,
Several houses in Honpline?; and upon the fringe of the town
were hit. Bois Grenier in one- day became a .shambles, and
deserted, the dead being left when4 they had fallen at their daily
ta;;k until rxtri<-ated and buried by kindly British hands* And
as I bathed, xvith Peter in attendance, a monstrous explosion
tore the side of thr house, waltering gins;; and plaster throughout
the bathroom. That was the end of bathing in luxury. There-
after we took pot Iw k in the steam at a dye-works at Krquingheim
-a military improvisation, part laundry and tleloasing station
conducted by Belgian girls, part bathing eMitblinhmcnt in which
whole companies of naked men passed in solemn procession
beneath thr squirting* of a feeble shower of water or bathed in
great vats of variable temperature. There was not much fighting
in these early trench days. Our field-guns would iirc two or
three rounds each day at buildiw';; in the enemy's lino from
wbi< h well-posted snipers peppered u,*; ; or, perhaps, would save
the meagre supply of ammunition ibr a Milvu. There was
vty'orou;; Miipinp; and machine~f;uns, but the crescendo of battle
hue! yet to come.

One day Peter, after u venturesome journey to a farm-house
almost within the linos to acquire fresh efjfjx, came running to
tdi we that a now tfun, the largest he had ever seen, had been
installed on the roadside beside Ration Farm. An artillery
subaltern with a box periscope appeared in the lines and asked
me what was the most annoying feature of the enemy's landscape.
I described u house with a green shutter. lie raised the periscope,